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| took the front steps of the hospital two at a time. It's a dull, gray industrial building, but | suppose they don't 
think it needs to be beautiful. Is where they put all the people who aren't useful anymore, and why should 
they try to make life nice for people who aren't useful? Usefulness. What a capitalist construct. Machines are 
useful. Human beings like you.. You didn't need to be useful. You were beautiful, carefree, perfect in your way 


that | could never understand. 


| gave my name at the front desk, and then yours. Your real name, the one that strikes me as strange 
because you don't seem like the kind of person I'd share a name with. | remember once, as we lay on your 
floor smoking and dreaming, you mused that if we ever were married we'd share both given name and 
surname. | told you not to be silly, that the authorities would be after us if they knew we were two blokes 
shagging; that marriage was entirely out of the question. You giggled, red-rimmed eyes shining with delight as 
you took another drag on your spliff and reminded me that times were changing, that one day we'd be married 
and have a lovely little daughter of our own. What did you say her name would be? Jasmine? Jade? | doubt 


you remember it now; it was just a dream. Smoke and mirrors, just as the rest of your life turned out to be. 


They told me your room number, 24. What was it you'd told me about twenty-four? "It's the number of 
return," you'd said, "Light re-entering the darkness after having been gone a long while." You'd been telling my 
fortune with three Chinese coins as we lay in your bed, the two of us naked under a colorful Jaipur tapestry 
you'd seen in a shop window and had to have. You saw a long life for me, and great success in my endeavors, 
but when you threw the coins for yourself, all you could tell me was that the number twenty-three had 
come up, that your trip to Wales was to bring great change. But there was a look in your eyes that day that 


I've never seen since- you looked at those three old coins, and | saw fear written in your expression. 


| knocked at the door gently, and then entered. No matter how many times | visited, | would never get used to 
seeing you this way. On this occasion, at least, you were still, your cold black eyes closed. They've pumped you 
full of sedatives, | thought to myself, and | remembered the times when your waking nightmares kept you 
awake all night, wild-eyed and delirious. Ignoring the nurse, | knelt at your bedside and stroked your forehead, 
finding the coolness of your skin a sharp contrast to the feverish heat | was for some reason expecting. The 
black curls you had been so proud of were matted and tangled, a casualty of your disease. It seemed wrong. 
As | noticed this | self-consciously dragged a hand through my own hair, remembering when you told me that 
wearing your hair long wasn't just a style but a rebellion against the Establishment. These days my hair hangs 
around my shoulders, but you no longer look like the rebel you once were. You are small, fragile, like a bird 
whose wings had been broken by a cat more interested in the chase than the kill And at that moment, | 
wished | had believed in gods and spirits and telling fortunes with old Chinese coins if it only meant | could have 
stopped you going to Wales or prayed for your safe return 


It had been a warm day in midsummer. Even in London the birds were singing, the sun was shining, and we'd 
made love on the mattress on the floor of your room. But nothing lasts, and all too soon you left my side and 
dressed yourself, elegantly slipping into those colorful Kings' Road fashions that look so ridiculous on me and 
yet bring out the best in you. You had packed your bags and invited me to come along with you and your 
friends to the Welsh countryside for a sort of psychedelic holiday. | refused, not having or wanting to have 
anything in common with your stylish, aristocratic, turned-on friends. You stepped out of the flat and into 
Prince Stash de Rola's chauffeured luxury car, and that was the moment when you- the old you, before the 
strange silent days and staring eyes and nightmarish voices in your mind- stepped out of my life forever, 


waving goodbye with a smile on your mouth and sadness in your hazel eyes. 


Days passed, and | drank wine alone and smoked in the bed we should have been sharing. | thought of you 
often, wondering if you and your stylish friends were enjoying yourselves so far from London. Then one day, 
the phone rang, a shrill bell that never sounded unless you were here and people wanted you to go out with 
them, or unless my mother was disappointed with me again. | picked it up unwillingly, expecting to hear the 
stern voice of my mother, but instead was faced with the lightly accented voice of that horrible aristocrat. 
"Roger," he stammered, his tone hushed and fearful, "It's Stash. I'm afraid we've lost Syd." 

Those words scared me more than | would have cared to acknowledge. "What, in the countryside? Just look for 
him in some farm girl's bed, I'm sure you'll find him soon" 

"No. Not in the countryside. In the astral plane." 

"What the hell does that mean?" 

"We've been trying to get through to him for hours. He just sits there, doesn't say a thing, stares into space. 
Eyes are so big you feel like you could fall into them. It's freaky, Roger, and not in the good way. | don't know 


how much he took, but | think he can't find his way back from his trip. We talked about it.. we talked and we 
agreed.. I'm going in after him, I'm going to try to get him back from the astral plane." 

"No, Stash, | don't think you should-" It was too late; he'd hung up on me. | never remember my dreams, but 
that night | was haunted by nightmares of interstellar space, of the Milky Way torn between two black holes, 


of the bitter isolation of outer space. 


When you returned to me, | saw you for a brief moment in the doorway and thought that Stash had just had 
a bad trip; that everything would be all right. You were as I'd remembered you; angelic as you strode through 
the door in your silks and velvets, your halo of soft black curls falling around your face as it always had. But 
you didn't smile for me; you didn't say anything at all as | welcomed you with an embrace. And when | pulled 
away to look into your black-lined eyes, | saw my reoccurring nightmare. The sparkling if red-rimmed hazel 
irises were pulled back, dilated, invisible, replaced by the emotionless endlessness of two wide black holes. 

From then on, nothing was the same. The public knows all those horrible things that happened during concerts, 
the detuned guitars and frozen, listless postures, the pills and acid crushed into your hair. But they didn't know 
what it was like to kiss you and feel no pressure in return, to watch the spark fade from your eyes as 
another cigarette burned down between your long white fingers, leaving another ashen scar. They'd never made 
love to you, had you smile as they undressed you and whisper sweet nothings in their ear only to have you 


burst into tears while they were inside you. 


| had. 


As | sat by your hospital bed, | stroked your cheek and wondered if you'd ever be as | remembered you again, 
smiling and playful and full of life. And at that moment, you stirred. Your lightless eyes opened, dark openings in 
your pale face, and as you turned to look at me, | thought | saw pain reflected in them. You opened your 
mouth and struggled to speak, the halting, stammering words coming even more slowly than | had remembered. 
"Y-you... Jasmine.. where is she?" 

| was confused. "Who's Jasmine, Syd?" 

"Our... our daughter... our little girl.. Jasmine." 

"Syd, what are you talking about? We don't have a daughter... Syd, ¡Fs me, Roger, can you hear me?" 

You didn't seem to register what | said, and your only response was to clutch my arm in your thin hand, 
surprisingly strong despite your frail appearance. Your voice was low, an urgent whisper. "The doctors... they 
want.. want to.. to take Jasmine away from me... they n... never want me to see her again.. Please don't let 


them, Roger... please don't... don't..." 


The nurse came over to administer another dose of sedatives, her expression one of exasperated sympathy as 
she apologized for your behavior. | held your hand as it went limp, watched the rise and fall of your thin chest 
under the blankets. When | was sure you were soundly if not peacefully asleep, | put on my coat and left, 
walking slowly as | passed through the doors of the hospital, pausing only for a quick glance back at the grey, 
utilitarian fagade that kept your body hidden from me. 


| hate the hospital, but | visit you whenever | can. Maybe one day I'll come by and you'll be the boy of my 
memories, smoking and dreaming on your white bedroom floor. 
Yeah, yeah. 


And maybe Jasmine is real. 


